ACT  II
SCENE I Enter CLEOPATRA, IRAS, and ALEXAS.
LEO. What shall I do, or whither shall I turn ? Ventidius has o'ercome, and he will go. Alex. He goes to fight for you. Cleo. Then he would see me, ere he went
to fight:
Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's lost, And all my hopes destroyed.
Alex. Does this weak passion Become a mighty queen ?
Cleo. I am no queen: Is this to be a queen, to be besieged By yon insulting Roman, and to wait Each hour the victor's chain ?   These ills are small: For Antony is lost, and I can mourn For nothing else but him.    Now come, Octavius, I have no more to lose ! prepare thy bands; I'm fit to be a captive: Antony Has taught my mind the fortune of a slave. Iras. Call reason to assist you. Cleo. I have none,
And none would have : My love's a noble madness, Which shows the cause deserved it    Moderate sorrow Fits vulgar love, and for a vulgar man : But I have loved with such transcendent passion, I soared, at first, quite out of reason's view, And now am lost above it,    No, Fm proud 'Tis thus : Would Antony could see me now 37